happened. And he in his turn told her how his parents
had taken his failure. But soon memories gave way to
plans, and he brought up the subject of his novel.
She began to question him; and soon they were
repeating themselves and interrupting each other:
what each had done, what each had written, what
each had thought, was all gone over again, in whispers.
Once or twice they heard creaks, and at Michel's
imperious gesture Catherine broke off immediately.
Then, head turned towards the head of the dark
staircase, he would stand listening, motionless and
alert, ready for instant flight, until under the long
strain the arm on which his whole weight rested would
begin to tremble convulsively, regularly. No further
sound ever followed the first; it was a false alarm
each time. And Catherine, immediately reassured,
would return to the interrupted kiss, the uncompleted
sentence, with all the joyful enthusiasm of relief,
as though nothing had ever alarmed them; but Michel
remained apprehensive, his vigilance unrelaxed. There
she was, lover and companion turn by turn, and so
wholly yielding that her very submissiveness brought
back the more sharply to his memory the resistance
she had never yet ceased to offer. Was it really possible
that she who was now there so close beside him,
separated from him, indeed, by nothing, could ever
refuse to follow him if objections were made to their
marriage? And he had scarcely asked himself that
question before he was filled with an irresistible
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